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TO A FRIEND, 


Who had requeſted the Author's Opinion of ſome Verſes, 


J may ſafely affirme, that there is nothing herein, but may either 
open ſome Mindowes of the Law, to let in moze Light to the 
Student, by diligent Search to ſee the Secrets of * FR 02 
to move him to doubt. 


Coke, LI1TT. lib. iii. cap. xii. ſect. 749. 


L ON D- O N, 
Printed for J. Do ps LEX, in Pall Mall. MDCCLXV. 
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T HE annexed Poem was put into my Hands 

by a Gentleman who was Adminiſtrator to 
the Author, and who communicated to me this | 
ſhort Account of him. That he was a Member || 
of the TEMPLE, and had been predeſtined to | 
the Bar by his Godfather, a Bencher of GRav's 
Inn, from whom he had confiderable Expetta- 
tions; who though himſelf unſucceſsful in his 
Profeſſion, yet came to Town every Term, to eat 
his Commons, and talk over Law-Caſes with his 
Cotemporaries. At his Death he bequeathed his 
Godſon nothing but his Books; and our Author's 
own Parents dying while he was young, he fell 
under the Care of an old Maiden Aunt, who 
marrying afterwards a Serjeant at Law, her 


Head ran fo much on the Great Seals, that ſbe 
Was 


FO 1 
was ſure her NV ephew could not fail of obtaining 
them.--- After a fruitleſs Attendance of thirteen 
Years as a Barriſter, he retired into the North, on 
a ſmall Income, and probably diſappointed ; where 
aſſociating with a Set of Fox-hunters who had 
Seen his Cronies at College, about two Years 
ice he broke his Neck in leaping a hollow Way. 

— Though he uſed to ſay that he looked on the 
great Outlines' of the Study of the Law to be 
truly liberal, and entertained the higheſt Re- 
ſpect for many of its Members, yet he was fond 
Sometimes of bantering the Profeſſion ; but it 
was always with Pleaſantry and Good-humour, 
never perſonal ; for he deteſted a Laugh raiſed 
at the Expence of another. --- By a Memoran- 
dum found in his Pocket-book, it appeared that 
in his Thirteen Years Practice, he had ſigned 
five Ejetments, twice juſtified Bail, been once 
Council for a Convict at WINCHESTER, opened, 
four Anſwers in Chancery, and confirmed a 
Mafter's Report; and that he had relinquiſhed 
the WESTERN CiRCuIT at the End of Eight 
Years, on finding bmſelf annually Fourſcore 


Pounds out of Pocket. 
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I'1l briefly ſay, to ſpare Narration, 


EAR Sir! your Verſes were receiv'd, 


And, if a Friend may be believ'd, 


They met with all due Approbation; 

And gain'd ſuch Praiſe as was moſt fitting 
The Taſte and Style which they were writ in. 
Flatt'ry ſhould alway ſtand aloof, 


Nor e'er approach Affection's Roof, 
B Where 
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Where Honeſty and Kindneſs dwell, 
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And Plainneſs, ever withiag YE . 

But why ſhould you my Thoughts entice ? 
Or aſk of me, good Sir, Advice ? 

Of me, who've bid the Art Good-night, 
And vow'd I never more would write; 
Who long ago each Bard forſook, 

To read the Comments of Lord Coxx, 
And in my Study ſat me down, 
Jo doze oer ancient LIrTLETON; 


With P.owpzn, FIE TA, and old BRACTOox, 


For the benummed Senſe to act on. 
Beſides, it is not quite ſo prudent 
To lure aſide a TRMpLIE-STUp ENT, 
| Whoſe firſt, great Care, by what I find, 
Is to drive Fancy from his Mind, 

Nor let his mortgag'd Thoughts engage 
With Poetry's deſtructive Page. 
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For tis ſelf-evident, that he 
Who for a Judgeſhip puts to Sea, 
Muſt with the utmoſt Caution, clear 
From the Parnass1an SRens ficer, 
And with a ſteady Courſe fail on, 
Nor Anchor drop at HeLicon ; 
Where Rhymers their Miſtakes deplore, 
And ſhipwreck d Lawyers curſe the Shore! 
Thus while I'm forc'd ſtrict Watch to keep, 
And ſuch Temptations lull aſleep, 
Strive to preſerve each Whimſy quiet, 
That in my Head might breed a Riot, 
You, with the Magic of your Pen, 
Bid Rebel Faxcr riſe again. 


 O! COULD I in ſome Loxc Vacation 


Slip from myſelt and Occupation, 
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While in the Paſture of my Brain 


A few ſhort Blades of Senſe remain, 
Which Law, that Beaſt, hath not yet eat on, 
Or with foul Treſpaſs fet his Feet on: 
I'd ſnatch once more my Pen and Paper, 
And ſmartly cut a Poet's Caper ; | 
Your Friendſhip then in Verſe ſhould live; 
The Muſe no better Theme could give; 

A Friendſhip ſpringing from the Heart, 
Stranger to Int'reſt, or to Art ; 

In Numbers warmly bold, I'd raiſe 

Some kind Memorial to your Praiſe ; 
Pleas d, on your many Virtues dwell, 


And paint that Worth I love ſo. well. 


THRICE happy you, to whom belong 
The Pow'rs of Harmony and Song ; 


Who, 
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Who, when your long Elm-walk in Shade is, 
Can court the NI NR Po TIC Lavies, 

A favor'd Crony of them all, 

They come obedient to your Call. 


Shew their Trinkets, and their Treaſures, 


Round you dance in vary'd Meaſures, 


| Charm your Ear with Grecian Story, 
Fire your Soul with Roman Glory. 


WHILST I am doom'd to tread a Way 
Where never Muſe was ſeen to ſtray, 


Bewilder'd in a Maze abide, 
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Without a Way-poſt, or a Guide, 
And yet oblig'd to move along, 
Uncertain, whether right or wrong. 


Come, DuLLNntss, drowſy-featur'd Fair, 


Slide from the Juſtice Elbow-chair, 
And 
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And with thee bring ſuch pat Expreſſions, 

As thou retail'ſt at QUazTzz SESSITIONS, 

When his grave Worſhip gives his Charge, 

And paints the wicked World at large ; 

Or, when the Quorum on the Bench 

Are queſtioning ſome naughty Wench ; 

Or, when Provinciar Council try 

Their tiny Wits in Baſtardy, 

And ſhrug, and nod, and wink, and leer, 

To look, if Country Neighbours hear; 

No longer there a Triumph keep, 

Or talk poor Jurymen aſleep ; 

But hither bend thy Steps of Lead, 

The conſcious Tzmere knows thy Tread: 
View the fad Subject of my Cares, 

Mark the dread Load my Table bears, 
My Papers ſearch, and when you've done, 


Confeſs me for a legal Son. 
Condemn'd 
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Condemn'd to toil o'er joyleſs Books 


Of Tow or STiLEs and Join or NoxkEs, 
The diff rent Properties to ſee 

Of Lands in Tait, and Lands in Fee, 
Or, by great Dint of Search, diſcover 
The Doctrine of RxMaAIN DERS OVER. 
To note what Title comes to A, 
Expectant on the Death of K, 

Or, in Default of Iſſue Male, 

If C can enter in the Tal; 

And if nor A, nor C have Sons, 
Whether the Donor's Meaning runs, 


That P, and Q, his own RIGHT His, 


Should then come in for equal Shares. 
Next, I conſult the various Pow'rs 
Of making GRAN Ss, and WiLLs, and Dow'ss ; 
Learn how Joint TexaxTs hold together, 


While thoſe In Common {ell and ſever. 
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Or elſe I turn, with Genius plaſtick, 


My Eyes to Law Ecclefiaſtick ; 
Read all with which ſage Writers load us, 


Of Guzzze, Apvowson, Tirat, and Mopus. 


No newly-inftituted Vicar 

' Diſpatch'd this needful Bus'neſs quicker. 
And, ſhould Inquiry grow more bold, 

I take a Peep at Corynolp; 

Obſerve how Fines and Fees fall due, 

And how his Right the Lord muſt ſue, 

| Nor is all this the fifticth Part 

Of what's to . and get by Heart. 
And if you touch on Sp CAL. 1 


That's of itſelf an endlys Reading. 


BUT as a Bow that's always bent 


Hath ſoon its Force elaſtic ſpent ; 
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So, leſt the over-burthen'd Brain 


(Which can't too great a Weight ſuſtain) 
Should not ſo much rich Food digeſt, 

'Tis ſometimes good to give it Reſt. 

Quite jaded out, I march to Naxpo's, 
And look as grave as any Don does, 
Shake Hands with Friends I wiſh to ſee, 
And take my ſober Pot of Tea; 

Touch the light Topics of the Day, 

Aſk for my Letters? — What's the Play ? bid 
Or, if I have already had 'em, 

Lounge at the Bar, be ſmart with Madam ; 
'Tis hot, tis cold, tis dirty Weather, 
With all ſuch Small-talk patch'd together, 
As modern Converſations teach, 

And fix for Standard Parts of Speech. — 
A Coffee houſe ſerves many Uſes ; 

Deep Politicians it produces; 


C Keeps 
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Keeps up the Breed of Critic Wits, 
Who make all Authors mind their Hits; 


And is a general Rendezvous 


For telling, or for reading, News. 
The Papers ſkin, wy Chat quite out, 
I penfre fit, or walk about; 

Or liſten to ſome 8rup ENT Poſſe, 
Who ne ler were taught TRIrsux Nosce, 
Yet kindly, tho in Reaſon's Spite, 

Are ſetting all the Judges right, 

Re- arguing an Hour, or more, | 

What two wiſe Serjeants faid before. 


The Box reſounds with LitLy's ExrTRTEs, 


'Lzvinz, — Croxe Janes, — and Second VE NT RIS, — 


"STATUTE OF GLOUCESTER, — POLLEXFEN, — 


PorHam, — SIXTH MODERN FOLIO TEN, — 


| Hartz, — Dyer, — SALKELD, — BARNARDISTON, — 


And twenty more, whoſe Names I've miſt on. 
| My 


l 


My Head and Ears confus d, I find 

One cannot here relax the Mind, 

In vain ſhe ſtrives to ſlip her Chains, 

Law, Law, through all theſe Regions reigns z 
So back to Chambers I return, 


More Patience, and more Law, to learn. 


NOW, gentle Friend, mark well my Station; 
Is it not checquer'd with Vexation ? 
Obſerve how ev'ry vagrant Thought 
Into a narrow Limit's brought, 
Forbidden far from Home to ſtray, 
Leſt back it never find its Way |! —— 
Toil unto Toil muſt ſtill ſucceed, 
As one Plague does a ſecond breed ! 
And lo! another Scene is dawning, 
My Laundreſs' Key declares tis Morning, 
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Slow turning in the ruſty Lock, 

It marks Time ſure as any Clock ; 

And like a Larum near me hung, 

Bids me get up, with Iron Tongue | 
Unwilling, from my Bed I creep, 

6“ Six Hours (ſays Coxz)'s enough for Sleep, 
Till you're deep read, and then, mayhap, 
You may indulge a longer Nap. _ 

The "TPP oft nod, and ſhut their Eyes 
As Owls do, and are thence thought wile } 
Students ſhould venerate their Betters ; 

Nor murmur at ſuch legal Fetters, 

Should tread the Paths chalk'd out by Sages 
Who liv'd, and wrote in former Ages; 
Their Maxims rigidly purſue : 


Grey-bearded Dicrums muſt be true | —— 


BUT 


LE 

BUT now the Courts are nearly ſitting, 
And to be abſent is not fitting. 
Vow'd to the Law, I would not chooſe | 
The ſmalleſt Particle to loſe ; | 
Tho' not ſo jealous as ſome Men, 
Who ev'ry Affidavit pen, 
And minute down with keen Deſire 
Whate er is ſaid from Baxcn to CBT E. 
My Ink-horn trim' d, and Quill cut taper, 
With Note- Book rul'd, and blotting Paper, 1 


Looking as ſolemn as a Judge, 

Thus arm'd, to WEsTrMuINSTER I trudge : 
Where fearleſs Front, with prating Spirit, | 
Oft better fares than baſhful Merit, | 


Which here ſo little Notice draws, 


"Tis rarely Council in a Cauſe, 


By moſt Attornies as unknown, 


As if it ne'er had worn a Gown. | 


= Yet 
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Vet think not ide, that he who ſeeks 
Clients, by bellowing all he ſpeaks, 
Or pertly ſtrives to gain Applauſe, 
By ſimp' ring with balf-open'd Jaws, 


Succeſs inſures; woe to that Day, 


When Bawling bears the Prize away; 
No ſhining Genius ſtill muſt riſe, | 


Rear'd by the Public's foſt ring Eyes; 


By ſhining Genius, ſuch I mean 
As once in many Years is ſeen, 
And, greatly ſoaring, puts to Shame, 


Each petty Advocate for Fame. 


HAIL, Rev'zexd Har ! full many a Race 


Haſt thou beheld thy Pavements pace, 
Who, warm'd with Expectations, here * 
Trod the fame Round from Year to Year ! 


| I 
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Still blowing up Ambition: Fire, 


Still vex d that they could get no higher, 

How vain, how buſy, ſharp and buſtling ! 
The World, and one another juſtling ! 
Till by Degrees they dropp'd unſcen, 
And finiſh'd Life's contentious Scene ! 
Where are the knotty Points they nibbled !. 
The Reams of Paper that they ſcribbled ! 


Where now the angry Words they ſputter'd |: 


Where the wiſe Sayings which they utter d | 
Their Tzzu is o'er, their Toils forgotten, 
They, and their Generations rotten 

Whilſt Trov haſt ſtood the Storm of Vears, 
See what a Grace thy Front yet wears ! 

See how thy Sides their Pride ſuſtain, 

Tho' ſcarr'd with. many a mouldy Stain l. 
See Angels thy high Roof ſupport, 


And ſpread their Wings o'er ev'ry Court, 
\ 
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That one would think all Suitors there 

Of heavenly Beings were the Care ! 

Yet, Reader, be it underſtood, | 

Our Guardian Angels are but Wood ; 

And hover with auſpicious Shade 

O'er Men of like Materials made : 

For ſome ſuch Men, (tho few) you'll own 

Have in this Place” at Times been known. 

But mum | — the Muſes muſt not ſport, 

Or jeer The Practice of the Court. 


Yet hence no Client is neglected, 

The Courſe of Law no jot affected ; 
DuLNess may prate, but ne'er prevail, 
Juſtice ſtill holds her ſteady Scale, 

* Whoſe Beam can no falle Weight obey, 


Whilſt independent Judges ſway |! 
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WHEN 
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WHEN round my Rooms I throw my Eye, 
And hundreds of huge Volumes ſpy, 
Which Sages prove, or ſoon, or late, 
Muſt all be ſearch'd, if I'd be great; 
And then, - the Matter more to mend,, 
Be ready at my Fingers End —— 

For ſuch a Taſk, I fighing fay,. 
Threeſcore and ten is but a Day; 

And ere the Bus'neſs half is done, 

The meaſur'd Sands of Life are run |: 
How oft I've heard the Parſon cry, 

*« Poor Man is only born to die; 
Schiſmatic Lawyers change this Creed, 
And ſay, Poor Man is born to read. 
And read he does, and blinds his Eyes, 
Forgets what he has read, and dies; 


Nor Coif, nor Fur, nor Seals attains, 


Which fed his Hopes, and mock d his Pains : 
D 
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Nay worle, = 


His Income ſpent, his Credit gone, 

As much a Stranger grown to Eaſe, 

As were his itching Palms to Fzzs, 

Loſt, he obſcurely pines to Death, 

And Clientleſs refigns his Breath ; 

Doom'd e en this Fate, perchance, to meet 
In the fad Purlieus of the FEET! 


BUT hail, Pos rERITY | for you 
I, Prophet-like, good Omens view. 
The Road our Anceſtors have taken 
Will ſhortly be by you forſaken. 

They journey d through for many an Age 
Black · letterd Folio's irkſome Page, 
Belabour'd up and down their Shelves, 
Their Quartos, their Octavos, Twelves; 


- no Friend to puſh him on, 


Oblig'd 
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Oblig'd to note, turn back, collate, 


Perplex'd with Reference, and Date. — 
But Time, who laughs at ſuch Rebuffs, 
And on Life's Stage the Candles ſnuffs, 
To give more Light, as one may fay, 


To thoſe who fit and ſee the Play : 


Or 'twixt the Acts, who like Taz Crorus 


Wiſe and bald-pated ſtands before us, 
Telling the Crowd how Things are going, 
And what behind the Scenes is doing, 
Who thus oft ſtrange Diſcoveries makes, 
Kept one incog. for your dear Sakes; 
Hark! he declares, you may ride poſt, 
Nor (as your Fathers were) be croſt. 
Their thorny Paths no more will teaſe you, 
A Turnpike's made, you'll travel eaſy ; 
Ruts, Bogs, and Clays no more preyail,. 
You'll now run glibly on the Nail. 
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The pitying Heav'ns, who wept to ſee 
The Wilds of Law, and Equity, - 
Where Students were fo often mir d. 

In which ſo many Wand'rers tir'd, 

To comfort both, with bleſt Intent. 

At laſt have Ax Aszipars ſent; 

Whoſe Yade Mecum, legal Olio, 

In Four and Twenty VoLumts Follo, 


Affords to all a rare Repaſt, 

And boaſts Variety of Taſte; 
Freſh on your Table it appears, 

A ſtanding Diſh for twenty Vears; 
Still gives your Appetite new Joy; 
Tis rich, and yet can never cloy; 
Tis like an Eſſence, that diſpenſes 
Much in a littilè to the Senſes; 
Enough can ne'er be ſaid about it; 


No TzM?LAaR's Rooms ſhould be without it: 
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Bow, Students, to this Law-Refaner, 
And cry, © God bleſs good Maſter VIX ER.“ 


When, raviſh'd by the Poets Lays, 
The Hours wan wont too ſwift to fly, 
And danc'd in wanton Meaſures by. 
Tranſported, as I Hand in Hand 
With SezxczR trod enchanted Land, 

While plumed Knight and burniſh'd Shields, 


Wide glitter'd round his Fay Fix ps: 

Or felt great SHAKBSPEARE'S Pow'rs controul 
Each various Movement of the Soul, 

Make Prry her true Region find, 

Awaken Terror in the Mind; 

Rouſe the whole State of Man to Arms, 


And calm it by his Magic Charms 


AH ! how much happier paſs'd thoſe Days, 
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Or when, of earthly Story tir'd, 
To higher Knowledge I aſpir d, 
And through a new World rang d along. 


Imparadis d in Mil rox's Song. 
But now, farewell, ye flow'ry Cells, 


Where bright IMacinaTiOon dwells, 


Round whom in Circles ever gay 

The young Ideas love to play; 
Farewell, to Faxcr's fportive Shades 
Farewell, ye fweet Aontan Maids ! 
Receive this laſt Adieu from me; 

Go, bleſs "IN Youth whoſe Mind is free ; 


Not fetter d down, like mine, to Cours, 


To Casts, Rxcokps, and RRPORTsõ. 


THUS when loſt Apan's hapleſs Fate 
Forc'd him to paſs through Epzx's Gate, 


A dreary 
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A dreary Proſpect roſe in View, 


How chang'd from that he lately knew ! 
Compell'd to quit the much-lov'd Plain, 


He ſaw that loit'ring was but vain ; 
Onward he mov'd with Head reclin'd, 
Yet caſt his ling ring Looks behind! 
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